276            AFTER    THESE     MANY     QUESTS
My wife, disconcerting thought-reader, needed no telling. The nobility and patient resignation of women shines like a beacon through the agonies of war. Theirs the difficult, the waiting part. Neither of us slept that night. She, neither by word nor deed, attempted to dissuade me. As for me, I thought over and over again: " What a damn fool I am. Why must I go on taking these risks? One day I shall go too far." Then other ideas cancelled these. I had the free choice. Millions of fine men were flung into action without it. It was my duty.
Ambition spoke, too. This was a chance, if a desperate one, of putting myself at the head of the pack in the final phase. Though apparently " on the shelf," I might yet be the first in Berlin. But I should have to have an extraordinarily large slice of luck.
By dawn, after weary mental struggles, I had made up my mind positively and took the train to town to find out what Shannon had to say. Other reporters in the news room, who had an idea that there was something in the wind, stared at me curiously. Shannon, as equable and unruffled as ever, took me into a private room to tell me what he knew. He did not know where and when the projected operation would take place. There was to be a draw conducted by the Newspaper Proprietors' Association for places and it was understood that there was to be both an American and a British division participating.
Shannon was not very confident of my chances of being drawn out of the hat. He said that if I were not picked to go in with the British division and stay till they were relieved, then I might go in one of the Halifax tugs. I astonished him by saying that I was convinced I would be chosen, adding that for various reasons I had decided not to parachute but to go in by glider. This partial change of mind was due to many considerations. In the first place, at my age there was a remarkably good chance of sustaining some crippling injury in the actual drop. Then, in this particular operation, it seemed that gliding would suit the purpose equally well of putting me ahead of the Second Army correspondents. Then, as I have already mentioned, the Megara landings had impressed me with the efficiency oftribute to him was contained in the straightforward language of Gort's despatch on Dunkirk.ucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
